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must have mixed up that lady's portrait among my
other pictures, to bring me to destruction. But the
King said : O most admirable of all painters, past,
present, or to come, know that you have conferred
a benefit upon me by exhibiting that portrait to
me, which I could not repay even with my whole
kingdom. And beyond doubt, that lady must have
been my wife in a previous existence, for emotions
such as these point unmistakeably to a former life.
Now then, tell me, of what land is her father the
king? For certain I am, that it is a portrait, for
such beauty as hers could not have been conceived
by any mortal brain. None but the Creator him-
self could have fashioned her. Then the painter
smiled, and said: O King, be warned by me. Dis-
miss this lady from your mind, and think of her
no more, otherwise my carelessness may turn out
to have been the cause of your ruin. But the King
said: Painter, no more. Choose, either to tell me
who she is, and be loaded with gold; or not; and
I will load you with chains, and imprison you in
a loathsome dungeon, with neither food nor water,
till you do. ^

Then the painter said:   King, since there is no
help for it,  and your fate will have it so, learn;